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This, reared a new gate for the old, And loud the tuneful measure rolled, But stopped as I came up to hold
Some kindly talk of passing things. Brave were his eyes, and frank his mien ; Of all men's faces, calm or keen, A better I have never seen
In all my lonely wanderings.
And how it was I scarce can tell, We seemed to please each other well; I lingered till a noonday bell
Had sounded, and his task was done. An oak had screened us from the heat \.> And 'neath it in the standing wheat, A cradle and a fair retreat,
Full sweetly slept the little one.
The workman rested from his stroke, And manly were the words he spoke, Until the smiling babe awoke
And prayed to him for milk and food Then to a runlet forth he went, And brought a wallet from the bent, And bade me to the meal, intent
I should not quit his neighbourhood.